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Rant 


"| don't see why we need a Starbucks in Finland We have plenty of good coffee shops all over the place. Why 


here? Why not Sweden or somewhere else?" 

Jussi smiles and attaches one handcuff to the headboard. 

"We don't need their brand of coffee here. It tastes like garbage. Can't anyone else see that?" 

Jussi reaches across Mathias' body to attach the other handcuff, stretching Mathias' upper torso apart. 


It tastes like burning shit for fuck's sake. | don't get the appeal of drinking burning shit. Even with all of the 
crap like whipped cream and pumpkin spice added to it. It's a disgrace!" 


Jussi moves down on the bed to straddle Mathias’ legs. He reaches down and ties the one leg to the footboard 


with heavy rope. 


"Finland doesn't need it. Nor want it. Pumpkin spice, what a joke." 


Jussi shudders, resisting the urge to hump against Mathias’ leg. He crawls over it to straddle the other leg 
and pulls the rope tight in order to tie it down. 


"Speaking of spices, why aren't the Spice Girls named after actual spices? Sporty Spice? Scary Spice? What is 
up with that?" 


Jussi bites his lip, trying to steady his body and make it behave. He sighs and returns to his work. 


"How about curry or cinnamon? Cardamom or tarragon, or even clove? Now those are names befitting people 


who call themselves Spice Girls." 


Once the rope is tied, Jussi turns around to admire his handiwork He moves up further to straddle Mathias‘ 
waist. 


Mathias looks up into Jussi's eyes. "I just don't get it, Jussi. The world is going to hell around us and l'm the 


only one who seems to care." 
Jussi scratches his chin and studies Mathias. He cocks his head to the side and then snaps his fingers. 
‘| really should be posting this on Twitter. Can you get me my phone?" 


Jussi rummages around in his bag and pulls out a bandana. He heads back to the bed and climbs on top of 


Mathias' body again 
"Phone, Jussi. Not bandana." 


Jussi grins and leans forward, his chest brushing Mathias‘ bare one. He bites his lip at the sensation and 
hesitates. 


"Jussi? Do you hear me?" 


He shudders, desire working its way through his body. The bandana slips through his fingers and lands on top 
of Mathias‘ head, covering his eyes. 


"Um, Jussi? What the fuck are you doing?" 


Jussi swallows hard and grabs the bandana again He places it into Mathias' mouth, taking care to give him 


enough space to breathe. 
"Jggsssgi?" 


Jussi grins and slides back down Mathias’ body. "No more talking, Mathias. Your followers will just have to miss 
this one" 


Mathias' eyebrow rises. 
Jussi sighs and looks around the room as if it's missing something. 
Mathias' eyebrow is still raised. 


Jussi rolls his eyes and reaches down to remove the bandana from Mathias! mouth. "H's too fucking quiet in 


here." 

Mathias laughs and tugs gently at the handcuffs. "Shall | continue?" 

Jussi smirks and holds up the bandana. "If you don't, I'm going to put this back in" 
"Now where was |?" 


Jussi shudders and readies himself over Mathias' body. He knows it's weird and wrong, but something about 
Mathias’ voice when he's ranting like this always gets him off. 


It's a constant in his universe and Jussi wouldn't have it any other way. 


